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January 2007 

"You're doing what?! 

From across the kitchen, Dave glares at me, hands on hips. 
"Going underground," | murmur. 

"Sorry, | didn't hear you!" 

"Im going back to the fucking Underground! | bawl 


Ever since | saw Michele and Paul the previous year, Michele's words have been bouncing around my head. Do 


| want to take over control of the world's oldest subway system? Do | want to give up the life | fought so 


hard for to go back to where it all started? 

There's something | remember thinking way back in [186 when all of this started, and that's how people who 
join the Hidden often repay their kindness. Sure, | repaid the money they paid to have me released from prison, 
but it's often felt like not enough. There's more | need to do. Not need, want to do. | feel a tie with the people 
of London far greater than | believe Dave ever has. And I'm going back. Not to repay a debt but because | love 
it there. It feels like the home | needed at that time, a feeling which I've never lost. 


"So you're going?" 


| look at the work surface and nod, a dull ache in my chest. It means leaving the band, leaving everything I've 


built in the past twenty years. 

"lim not comin." 

My head shoots up and | stare at him, my heart pounding. | can't expect him to come with him, can't expect 
him to make that decision in a heartbeat. In truth, | should have talked it through with him. But | just couldn't. 
This is something | have to do, whether he wants me to or not. 

Biting my lip, | look at him, the sadness rising. "Will you come and join me?" 

He shakes his head, eyes cold and set, and | feel the tears begin to well up. 

| have to go," | say softly, the lump in my throat growing. "I have to do this for me. l'm sorry." 

"No, you're not. You're just being fuckin’ selfish, Junior." 

| shake my head. "l'm not." 

"You are. You're gonna throw away everything we've been through to return there?" 

Closing my eyes, | nod. A single tear slides down my cheek. "I gotta go, Dave. | gotta do this." 


"Why?" His voice is as quiet as mine. 


Taking a deep breath, | look at him. "Because, right now, | feel incomplete and | feel like this will be the final 


piece in the puzzle." 


Sliding from the stool, | walk over to him and loop my arms around his waist. Resting my head on his shoulder, 
| let loose with a shuddering sob. 


‘| love you, Dave. Love you so fuckin’ much. But | gotta do this. | gotta go. Gotta find me again" 


"An you think you'll find it there?" 
Nodding, | press a kiss to his throat. "Yes, yes | do." 


He never lifts his hands. Never touches me. Just lets me hold on to him while | cry. | have got to go. Got to 


leave, if only for a little while. 


Standing on the porch, | stare at our little white house. Despite our success across the globe, it's all we've 
been afforded since we returned. Money is still short in the States and buying music is low on the list. Along 


with the crippling taxes anyone earning a certain income is smacked with, life is still difficult. 


While the country has rebuilt itself, there's still work to do to get it back to the way it was before The Crash. 
Jobs are still in short supply now that the rebuilding effort has all but ended. Most of our production has 
been outsourced to the far east thanks to our own factories having been shut down for so long. You can see 


why Dave's so angry about everything. 


A large, hard shell suitcase sits beside me. No bass, nothing superfluous to requirement. Just clothes and a 
few bits | can't live without. My throat is bare, Dave having removed the necklace I've worn for the past two 
decades. As far as he's concerned, we're over. I've broken the Bonded agreement between us and now I've got 
to go it along. It hurts like hell, knowing that we've shattered that bond. Well, knowing that I've shattered it. | 
cried as he cut it away, the tarnished silver hanging limp in his hands. | asked to take it with me, but he 


refused. I'm no longer his. l'm a free agent, ready to do what | need to do. 

A small car pulls up alongside the house. Again, with the lack of money. People have cars now but they're 
mostly small, cheap imports, designed to last a year or two. Two sit on our drive but Dave refused to take me 
to the airport. Instead, Jack's going with me and he gets out of the car, all smiles and his long, dark hair 
blowing in the breeze. 


Giving him a small one in return, | dump my case in the trunk and slide in to the passenger seat. 


"You're sure about this?" His accent is still extremely British and | love him for it. He's been a link to the UK 


ever since we left. 
| nod. "Yeah, l'm really sure.” 


A hand drifts down my shoulder and | turn to look at him. His face is filled with sadness and | reach out to 


touch his face. 


"You'll keep in touch?" 


Again, | nod. Leaning closer, | give him the gentlest of kisses, every memory of our time with him burned in to 
my memory. When | pull away, | see that his eyes are glazed with tears. His fingers drift over my cheek, 
thumb sweeping under my eye. 

"Don't go, David" 

"ve got to. Got to go. Got to do this." 


That's been my mantra ever since | announced that | was going. Got to do it. Got to go. Got to move and see if 


this will fill that hole in my life. 


We stand and wait for my flight to be announced, the dull ache still in my chest. It's cold and painful, a cloud 
of grey hanging around me like a stone necklace. | want it to go but | know that it won't until I'm there. Once 
lm back in London I'll see if it leaves, or if | need to come back. 

Another new start. 

Another new life. 

What the fuck am | thinking? I've got everything | could ever want. A band, a gorgeous boyfriend, a house, fans 
who love me, a guitarist who adores both Dave and |. And l'm uping and leaving it all behind. Once | was the 
stable one. The one everyone could rely on Now I'm the one running. The one breaking things apart. 


"British Airways flight 164 to London Heathrow is now boarding at gate six." 


| feel myself choke, my chest tightening. Turning to Jack, | look at him once more. Will | ever see him again? 
Will | ever feel his warmth beside me again? Will | ever get to talk late in to the night again? 


He draws me closer, arms around my chest as he kisses my cheek. 
"Good luck," he murmurs. "I hope you find what you're looking for." 


| manage to nod, the tears falling freely as | drape my arms around his neck. Pushing my head back, he tucks 
my hair behind my ears. 


"You don't have to go." 


"I do. Please don't make it any harder." | look around myself and sigh. "And, the next time you see Dave, tell 


him I'll always love him, okay?" 


Jack manages a smile, hands cupping my face. "Will do. You're the boss." 


"British Airways flight 164 to London Heathrow is now boarding at gate six." 
My heart still and | take a deep breath. | hold out my hand to Jack, and he takes it, giving it a good shake. 
"Is been a good ride, Jack. Enjoy the rest of it." 


He claps my shoulder with his free hand, and with that, I'm gone. 


Chapter 2 


The flight felt like an age, time ticking away slowly. Red eyed and weary, | collect my luggage and make my way 
to one of Heathrow's Underground stations. Its morning here, just coming up for rush hour, and | know what 
to expect. Heat, cramped carriages, and possible delays. But it only adds to my excitement. I've tried to push 


the disagreement between Dave and myself to the back of my mind. It hurts like hell but I've got to keep on 
going. 


With my heart thumping, | enter the concourse and look around myself. Everything's tiled white, the walls 
covered with liveried posters and maps. Along one wall is a bank of ticket machines and booths. Feeling in my 
pocket, | pull out a handful of change and step up to a machine. Selecting a single ticket to Victoria, | drop the 
coins in and wait for the ticket to appear. 


Things rarely change in the Underground. If it works, it's left in place and serviced. Half of the rolling stock is 
still from the 1970's, its shelf life far longer than most humans. The ticket machines are from the 80's. | 


remember them when | was here then. 


Grabbing the little pink rectangle, | push it in to the barrier. It clatters open and | walk through, heaving my 
suitcase behind me. Doesn't matter how much bigger cases, or people, get those barriers have never gotten 


any wider. 


Familiar sounds and smells wrap themselves around me, my excitement growing. The distinct scent of the 
Underground, warm and almost sweet, coupled with the vacuum-like breeze which accompanies arriving and 
departing trains is enough to excite even the most depressed of arrivals. It speaks of adventures and the 


unknowns, of strangers who are set to become friends, of getting lost in the underworld. 


I'm barely afforded a glance as | stand on the platform. My eyes flick to the LED board; next train one minute. 
My foot taps, fingers flexing around the handle of the case. Suddenly Dave's the furthest thing from my mind. 
At the front of it is Michele and the look on her face. She doesn't know I'm coming. All | know is that the offer 
stands. Until | said either yes or no, the system's mine. And I'm here. With or without Dave, its not like | was 
going to let her down. | tried to explain it to him. Tried to explain how she was like a mother to me while | was 
away from home. How the bond is one so strong it can't be broken Hell, this is the woman who fought tooth 
and nail to get me out of prison when I'd been tossed away and left to rot. She was the one who fought for us 
to remain together, who freed us from the Hell that was the Breeding Program. That's something you never 
forget. Unfortunately, the drugs seem to have rotted Dave's brain, the little things which got us to where we 
were having been lost to the annals of time. But | didn't forget. I'd never forget. And | have to give back. 


There's the familiar sound of something heavy rattling along tracks. Three lights appear in the tunnel's mouth 
and, a second later, the train screams in to the station, the brakes squealing. Flickers of blue sparks flare from 
the wheels and the great white, red, and blue train slides to a stop. Announcements crackle from the PA, 
warning to mind the gap, and to let other passengers off before getting on. All of it brings back memories of 
the twenty something David who first stood in one of these stations, watching the world with a fascination akin 


to that of a child. 


Taking a deep breath, | step aboard, rest my case beside the door and drop in to a vacant seat. No one so 
much as looks at me, the unwritten rules of the Underground forbidding them from making eye contact. It's 
just how | want it. | don't want to be David Ellefson bass player for Megadeth any more. | just want to be 
plain, old, boring David Ellefson, the guy with no strings attached, no funky background, nothing. | want to be 
that guy who has to work a regular job to make ends meet. That every day guy who no one would so much as 


glance at. 

The train thunders through the tunnels, my head rattling against the window as | lean back and close my eyes. 
Occasionally my little world is broken by flickering lights and bursts of blue sparks, the train skidding to a stop 
before starting up again. Sixteen stations come and go, blurs of light and dark, before | make the change at 
South Kensington. Two stops later and l'm stepping out into the bustling curves of Victoria station. 

A strange feeling falls over me, a feeling that l'm home. 

My body shivers as | join the crowds, carried along as though I'm a boat on the sea Up the escalators, always 
standing on the right, and on to the concourse. Looking around myself, | see the familiar door and, with my 
suitcase trundling behind me, | walk up to it and knock. 

"Come in!" 

My heart leaps at the voice and | slowly push the door open. She's bent over the desk, working on something. 
Her hair has been dyed blonde to hide grey hairs and has been cut short. When | don't say anything, she looks 
up and a huge smile breaks her face. 


"David!" 


Leaving the suitcase, | walk to the desk as she rounds it and sweep her up in a hug. She holds me tight, her 
head against my shoulder. 


‘Its good to see you, my farm boy." She pulled back and holds my face. "Very good to see you. | assume 
you're here because of my offer." 


| smile and nod. "| am indeed, ma'am." 


Michele breathes what | assume is a sigh of relief, her fingers running over my hair. "And Dave? Where's 


Dave?" 


My face falls and, for the first time in days, the lump returns to my throat. Her fingers move to my neck, 
ghosting over where the necklace once lay. She lifts my left hand, looking at where | once wore a silver band. 


"David," she murmurs and my tears begin to fall. 


| cling to her once more, shaking as | tell her of Dave's decision not to come and of his choice to break us 
apart because of my wanting to be back in London. There had been no discussion, between either of us, and, 
for that, | feel guilty. | shouldn't have just dumped my choice on Dave but | feel that, even if | had, he would 
still not have come. Easier to make the break clean and quick than to let it linger with weeks and months of 


arguments. 
"David, you should never have come. Should never have left him. You two were-" 


"Bonded," | whisper. "I know. Supposed to be together forever. | shouldn't have left him but he'd never have 


come." 
She sweeps her thumbs under my eyes, gently stroking away my tears. Her face is filled with concern and she 
manages a tiny, tight smile. "Its not the end, David. He'll return. You musn't give up hope. You two are destined 


to be together." 


| just hope her words are true. 


Chapter 3 


Michele gives me two choices. | can live above ground. Or | can live below. 

| chose below. There was no real choice. It's where | want to be. Want to be hidden from the world. 

She leads me through the service tunnels, which feel like ghosts from a bygone time, their previous influence 
whispering across my skin. Its been twenty years since | last lived here, last walked these tunnels. | can almost 
see my younger self walking alongside me, scared of the unknown, fearful of the future. In so many ways, the 
tunnels have changed, the majority of the staff now living above ground. In other ways, they haven't changed, 
the posters advising what to do in an emergency still hanging on the walls. Tragically, just over a year ago, he 
Underground was hit by a terrorist attack, one which brought back memories of the Crash. The past months 
have been tough for them as they've mourned their dead and rebuilt London. Later lll join them, visiting the 
sights of the attacks and paying my respects. 

My lodgings are the ones which Michele and Paul once inhabited. There's a living area, kitchen, bathroom, and 
two bedrooms. The rooms are fitted with modern appliances, ones we wouldn't have dreamed of twenty years 


ago. A few prints of famous paintings hang on the walls, sets of bare shelves waiting for me to fill them. 


The beds are neatly made and | dump my suitcase in the master bedroom. It's slightly bigger than the one we 


had the first time we were down here. | wonder what happened to those rooms? One day I'l go and take a look 
"Ill leave you to settle in for a while” 

"Thanks 

She must have caught the look on my face or heard the tone of my voice 

"Do you want some company?" 

My heart tightens. "What kind of company?" 

"You'll see," she says with a grin 

"Michele," | sigh, shoulders slumping, 

"Trust me, you'll love it. ll be back in an hour" 

And then she's gone without another word and lm wondering what she's up to. Michele's always been good like 


that. Always had a knack for knowing when people need certain things the most. And, right now, | could do with 


some company, someone to help chase away the pain and loneliness. 


Shedding my clothes, | grab my toiletry bag and make for the shower. Washing away the dirt and tiredness of 
the flight, | lean against the tiled wall. The water pressure is better than it used to be, so is the temperature. 
Looking around the wet room, | feel the memories of the past well up. Of sitting on the floor and holding Dave 
after that first night at the Program. Of washing away his demons. Of fucking beneath the water. Of the 
hours we spent talking in the wet room because Dave believed it to be the only place we couldn't be heard. Of 
listening to everything which lay in his soul. 


And now | have none of it. No one to relive the memories with. No one to discover how London's healed. 


Sliding to the floor, | hug my knees, a few tears escaping. They disappear quickly, mixing with the water, just as 
our blood did all those years ago. 


I'm sitting drinking coffee and flicking through a book | brought with me when there's a knock at the door. 
"Its open!" 


Michele walks in, grinning from ear to ear and, when | see what she's carrying, | feel myself melt into my 


chair. 
"This is Bagpuss," she says. 


| get up and walk over to her, my hand stretching out to stroke the mass of purring orange fur in her arms. 


The cat's huge, obviously used to the life of luxury. 
"Bagpuss?" | question 


She holds out the cat and | take it. A quick check says that its a neutered male. Holding him close, | smile, my 


hands running over the thick fur. He instantly settles down, the loud purring resuming. 

"Bagpuss was a childrens TV show back in the |710's. | have it on tape somewhere so I'll bring it down for you. 
The theme song had the lyrics ‘Bagpuss, dear Bagpuss. Old Fat Furry Catpuss. Wake up and look at this thing 
that | bring. Wake up, be bright, be golden and light. Bagpuss, oh hear what | sing." 

She smiles happily and my smile widens to a grin as | hold him close. The purring just grows in intensity. 

"He's not going to cause you any problems. He sleeps, he eats, and that's about it. If you ever lose him, and | 
doubt you will because he won't go far, just leave some food out and he'll find his way back. He's been in the 


system since he was a kitten so he knows his way around." 


| feel the child in me awakening, the one I've shut away for so long. "Can | take him to work" 


"Of course! You'll be popular. He's a well known character so he'll help you fit in" 

"Can't believe you still have system cats," | say softly. 

"Why?" 

| shrug. "I don't know." | sigh and sit down, Bagpuss cradled on my lap. "I miss the others." 

"The ones you had from here?" 

| nod, the lump in my throat growing. They're all long gone. Grumps was the last to go, finally succumbing to 
old age just a few years ago. He lived to a good old age, finally falling asleep for the final time beside me. His 
death hit me hard and | believe may have been a trigger for me to return to where he'd come from. Photos 
of the cats litter the house back in California and l'm not ashamed to admit that I've brought a photo album 
of them with me. Their ghosts still follow me, kitten paws climbing over my body. Maybe, just maybe, Bagpuss 
will help heal the holes they left behind. 

"You must be getting tired," Michele softly says. 

Clutching Bagpuss, | nod, unable to look up at her. 

"Come up to the office when you feel up to it and we'll begin with everything you need to know." 

"Thanks. I'll see you in the morning.’ 


The door clicks shut and | run my hands over the purring mass in my lap. 


"We're gonna be real good friends," | murmur. "Real good friends." 


